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*“*This play clearly proves that you get only what you pay for.”’ 
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LIFE, LIBERTY AND WEATHER FORECAST 
THE PURSUIT OF For New Year’s Day) 
HAPPINESS FOGGY AND ICE 
WATER 


THE WORLD’S WITTIEST WEEKLY 





SATURDAY, JANUARY l, 1927 


Marion Tauiey recently disap- 
pointed a New Rochelle audience be- 


MAN BOUND EDENWARD cause the full amount of the con- BUFFALO BOOZE DOPED 


PROFESSOR CONKLIN, of Princeton tracted sum was not paid in advance. Accorpinc to Buffalo papers 
University, says the human race is New Rochelle should remember that bootleg whisky in that city contai 
headed back toward Adam. If it’s the musical scale begins with dough. 


: a large percentage of dope. T 
a race there’s not much doubt that ee | 


the women will win it. 


Government, we understand, is cou 
SratisticiaNs have figured that ducting an investigation. 
— during 1927, out of an average com- 

munity of 100,000 persons, 127 will — 


Beamnntnc January 1, _ Italy’s die of diseases of the heart, 88 of 
bachelors will have to pay a heavy pneumonia, 81 of tuberculosis, 72 of \ Cnicaco doctor says that jazz 
tax to the State. This may account cancer, 68 of Bright’s disease, 66 of music is beneficial in certain cases of 
for some of the attempts on Mus- apoplexy, 25 of influenza, 16 of auto- deafness. It’s a poor rule that 
solini’s life. mobile accidents and 5 will have doesn’t work both ways. 
committed suicide. Happy New . 
Year! 
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Victim—I don’t want to wake the neighborhood! 


Poor Pappa 


Father (to youngster, just put to 
bed)—Now what are you crying for? 

Son—I wanna drink. 

“So do I—go to sleep.” 


C haad 


B-achelors. 
A-re 
C-haps 
H-aving 
E-nough 
L-uck 
O-r brains to 
R-main 
S-ingle. 
PAS 


Fools rush into an elevator before 
the other people can get out. 


Rated 


‘punoze aZed ay} usin) ejdoed soyeu 
Ayyeasua3 4 umop apisdn ou y 


Sist, Officer! Sst! 





Slightly Cracked 
M*** muddled thoughts I har- 


bor, 
Many fantasies fallacious— 
I refuse to tip a barber 
If he’s messy and loquacious. 
To convention’s codes a traitor, 
Note my degradation utter: 
I decline to tip a waiter 
Who forgets to bring me butter. 


Oh, I hope you won’t think less of 
One who’s not in his right senses, 
One whose income’s in excess of 
All his personal expenses. 
By my sickly brain engendered, 
Grew this plan—I know you'll 
dread it— 
I remit for bills when rendered 
And I will not buy on credit! 


With a doleful look I labor— 

Life is far from milk and honey 
While my multi-mortgaged neighbor 
Waxes fat on borrowed money. 

I’ve no doubt a diagnosis 
Will reveal my brain is hazy. 
I've a definite psychosis, 
I’m indubitably crazy! 
Arthur L. Lippmann 





rtd 


Wife—Herbert wants us to get 
him a saxophone for his birthday. 

Husband—Nothing doing. Next 
thing, he’d be wanting to take up 
music. 








AFTER THE MASQUERADE 


“And, oh, Henry—before you take off that uniform go down and tell _ 
the janitor we want more HEA sg 
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A Happy New Year 
“Ree out the old—ring in the 
new!” 
That can’t mean much to me and 
you. 
Each month my bills I still must 
view, 
I still must meet each I. O. U., 
And still must drink synthetic brew. 
My hungry kids, a sturdy crew, 
As active as the savage Sioux, 
Who kick a hole in any shoe 
Or rend their sturdy garments 
through 
Much quicker than I ever knew 
Will still think that I’m well-to-do. 
My lucky breaks will still be few, 
The world will have no lighter hue, 
My bitter pill I still will chew 
And Old Man Gloom will still pursue 
Me in this world that’s so askew. 
But just between us, entre nous, 
I guess my awful bugaboo 
Is simply that I’m feelin’ blue. . . 
“Ring out the old—ring in the 
new—" 
And may your fondest dreams come 
true— 
With health and wealth and pleasure 
too— 
A Happy New Year, folks, to you! 
A, L. L. 


lad 


Teacher—Why was Columbus so 
anxious to discover a new world? 

Bobby—I think he was looking for 
a place to park. 


tad 
“Has your new suit two pairs of 
trousers?” 


“You bet—one pair for me and 
one pair for the wife.” 
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New Yorker (to St. Peter)—What—no more room? Here’s twenty 


for you—now see what you can do. 





Mlle. Pedo, prominent Parisian toe-dancer, toe-driving. 


A young bandit writes in and 
wants to know if one has to have a 
license to carry a machine gun. 


sae 


The guy who named small change 
“chicken feed’”’ evidently never took 
a chorus girl out to supper. 


oad 


One business man claims he has a 
perfectly noiseless typewriter. She 
doesn’t even chew gum! 


edad 
Jim—I’ve traded in my old four 


cylinder car and got an eight. 
Zim—Well, more power to you. 
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NEW YEAR’S EVE—THE FELLOW WHO SWORE OFF FOR 1926 
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IF I GET M 
HANDS Ow TH 


“Pa, I found out what to do with your old razor blades”’ 


Bluefish, a Play 


HARACTERS— in order of their dis- 
appearance. 

A Judge. 

Twelve Jurymen. 

Lawyers for the Defense—later 
Senators. 

Lawyer for the State—in after life a 
toe dancer. 


‘ 


The Cow Woman—afterwards a 
man. 

A Male Witness—afterwards a 
woman. 

The Prisoner. (Note, the prisone r 
does not appear during the hot months.) 

Newspaper Reporters. 

Cameramen. 

Syndicate Writers. 

Famous Novelists. 

A Celebrated Preacher. 

A Poet or Two. 

Mob Compose d of Experts. 

Typical First-night Audience 


The scene is in a courtroom. If 
you look very closely you will see 
the jury. One of them seems to be 


wide awake and picking his teeth 
with the little blade of his knife. 
The judge is awake at this time. The 
prisoner is asleep. His lawyers are 


itt “Wie ! 
dil i 





THE WORLD’S MOST 
IRRITABLE MAN 
Uses shock absorbers to make his 
gelatine behave. 


busy telephoning their brokers and 
consulting the stock ticker that is 
near their table. The State attorney 
is practicing the “Black Bottom.” 
The courtroom is made up to repre- 
ent a bathroom. Joyce Hawley is to 
testify. 


Act I 


The Baliff enters (A copy of Oscar 
Wilde under his arm)—Hear Ye! 
Hear ye! I would like to make the 
remark here that I have found the 
novels of George Eliot unbearable. 

A witness takes the stand. He 
gargles first. 

Lawyer—Were you born of a 
woman? 

Witness—It was so dark I couldn’t 
hear. 

A Reporter—I didn’t catch that 
last. 

(The judge gives him his chair). 

Lawyer—Are you this woman's 
husband? 

Witness (sotto voce)—That wasn’t 
no lady Iwas with. (Before the wit- 
ness could finish the lawyer leaves the 
courtroom. He re-enters as Pierrot.) 
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Youne Avutnor—I don’t know how to begin this article for the Satur- 


day Evening Post. 
“Well, you are dumb! 


Start it, ‘I recently talked with the vice-president 


in charge of sales of a large corporation employing thousands of men.’ ” 


Act II 


The entire court adjourns for a 
group picture. Fifteen years pass 
between Act IT and Act ITI. 


Act III 


The prisoner is on the stand. He 
consults a B. & O. time-table before 
answering each question. 

His Lawyer — Tell the court 
whether or not in your opinion you 
killed this man. 

State Attorney—I object to this 
question. The taxpayers are paying 
me to find this out. 

Defense Lawyer—Where were you 
between six or seven or possibly a 
year before on the night of St. 
Patrick’s Day? 

State Attorney—I object to this, 
Your Honor. Shall this trial be 
turned into a religious masque? 

Judge—The court rules that the 
evidence be thrown out as bearing 
directly on the case and therefore, 
irrelevant. 

State Attorney—But, Your Honor, 
I wish to say for the benefit of the 
newspapers represented here, that, 
er—er— 

Judge (to baliff)—Hand me a glass 
of water. 

Note: The prisoner starts weeping 
as the lawyer files out and changes 
clothes. He comes back as Cyrano 


ov Bergerac. 


The court adjourns as the jury 
file slowly in. 


Act IV 
The state attorney is reading ex- 
tracts from de Quincey’r “Murder 
as a Fine Art” and Longfellow’s 
“Hiawatha.” The prisoner is laugh- 
ing and sneering curtly. A good 
many people have undressed and 





gone to bed. A cameraman is trying 
to climb the chandelier in the middle 
of the room. The newspaper men 
and syndicate writers are making so 
much noise that you cannot hear 
what goes on in court. 


Act V 
The jury file in, lay a wreath on 
the tomb of the Unknown Soldier 
and leave very quickly. 


W. Marvin McCullough 


The Odd Fellow 
“ Wer me a play with at least 


one original character and 
I'll consider it,” said the producer. 

“That’s easy,” replied the play- 
wright. “I'll have the hero make a 
hole in one and then give the golf 
ball to his caddy as a souvenir.” 

“Splendid!” 

“In the second act his watch will 
stop and when it refuses to run 
after winding he will neither shake 
it nor open the case to see if he can 
fix it.” 

“Capital!” 

“Well, in the third act I suppose 
I'll have to marry him.” 

“That's the hackneyed ending.” 

“T have it! Ill marry him and 
when he buys the furniture for his 
home I'll have him pay cash for it.” 

“Wonderful!” Bill Sykes 





TrppLey (who has been following his own footprints for an hour)— 


Atsh funny! I wunner where th’ crowdsh goin’? 
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LEO FEIST INC. 
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WHAT WILL THE'TAX-PAYER SAY TO THIS? 


Here’s a rich one about the Spanish Inquisition. The scene is a cheer- 
ful torture chamber about forty feet underground. The characters are the 
chief inquisitioners and a gent named Alfred, who is about to become a 
martyr. Says the inquisitioner: “Well, Alf, we're gonna roast you neat, 
but we'll leave the choice of having it done to you!” ‘Well, fella,” says 
Alfred, “if it’s all the same to you, you can burn me in effigy! So long! 
Pleasant dreams!” And he took the elevator up to the first floor. 


The Girl Friend 


**PDvtr onya aypon an roll upya 
sleeves an I'll drain ya sum 
dish water. Get iss dirt now cause 
ima baby at nos er real estate, see. 
“Is guy, see, sez to me eesez, 
‘lissen, lil one, howja lika see sunthin 
to-night, hah?’ anna course I sez 
‘awright show me’ onna countta I’m 
allays ready fer anythin. So ee 
blows aroun atta house at abow 
quartera nine inna rented rig at ee 
probally pick up onna corner cause 
ease so cheap eesaves is toothpicks, 
an eesez, ‘awful sawry, kid, buta- 
hadda importunt bizness appernt- 
mint anigh count geddear any 
soona.” Well at souns awrigh till I 
gets wise ease as tight as a rubba 
ban. Unnen ee chirps, ‘Stuff figh 
wanttutta takya to a show to-nigh, 
see, bud die gottin iss jam, see.’ I 
buleave ee gottinna jam awright 
onna countta ease so stuck on his- 
self, Well, anywise, ee sez ‘neva- 
mine wheel see sunthin, howeva.’ 





wen ya slap at guy’s face ee figgers 
ease savin onna facial an encourages 
ya. If eeda hadda tickets fer a show 
eeda showed upfa suppa so’s weeda 
not mist tha oppenin a tha theata. 

“But ee dint havva seats an ee 
figgered it ud be cheapera sit inna 
park. An ats what ee showed me. 
Can ya tie a guy likeat? Yacannot! 
Ya gotta paste im. Speshully when 
ee pulls cracks like ‘uts too badda 
zoos closed.” So I’m gettin pertty 
sore, see, so I snaps inta it with 
‘gowann, I no ya lion an I can’t bear 
ya monkey bizness,’ bud duz ee get 
em cracks. Not at guy. Betcha at 
guy thinks a flight a fancy is wanna 
nem at went uppa North Pole is 
Sprin. 

“An away at guy tried ta butter 
me up yadda thought I wuz gonna 
swim the Channel. An I tells im 
to maka noise likea radio station 
an sign off. Ee juss laffs un sez, 
“Well, ya gonna givus a lil kiss goo- 
night, aintja?”” An I says ‘ya right 
all butta details. It ain goo-night 
iss goo-by an I ain gonna kiss ya 
I’m gonna sock ya’ an with at I 
clouts im inna face with a door. 

“Well, remember what I been 
tellin va an don go fer any balloon 
rise withoutta chaperone. See ya 
inna mornin if ya get up at early. 
S'long.” Carroll Carroll 























“Iss ee close! Annee keeps gettin Inventor—Hooray! At last I've perfected my loudspeaker for deaf 


closer tha longer ya with im. Ya no, mutes—millions in it! 
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THe WIFE 


Those 


joy-laden evenings when he listened 


Dreams of the Past he knew and loved so well. 


H® sank down in his chair and 


. to the weird and fascinating har- 
surveyed the dismal room. 


mony of a darky quartet in the old 


How barren and desolate it all 


South. The stirring cadences and 
org peg little it had ha ned crescendos of the great symphony 
lim! 10se haunting recollections eschostun Manhattan. 


° in good old 
of the past! How they tortured him, The 


how they tore his soul! Weren't they 
ever to return again, those days of 
He fell into 


The strumming of 


virile chords of some great 
manly baritone in the Golden West. 
Ah, what a flood of pleasant memo- 
ries and associations those happy 
times brought back to him. And, 
ukuleles under tropical palms. The now Gone, all gone. What re- 
Nothing. Nothing but a 


his former happiness? 
a reverie... . 


soft loveliness of the soprano voice mained ? 





“Thank you! Do you hear that? Thank you.” 





eC; 


John! Look! What a ridiculous hat! 











» —_—, 
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host of nebulous torturing phanta- 
sies, he told himself, and the tears 
““My God,” he 


sobbed in anguish, “has all my for- 


came into his eyes. 





mer happiness left me _ forever? 


Can’t I even hear once more the 
strains of some splendid jazz band 
on the Great White Way? Good 


Lord, won’t you even give me that?” 
“Not unless you get your aerial 
fixed,” replied little Willie, looking 
up from his home work. 
Parke Cummings 





























JUDGE 








OUTSIDE LOOKING IN 


by Arthur L. Lippmann 


Down from that wee little corner of heaven 
That cradles the years that have not yet been born, 
Satchel in hand, came the young ’27, 
And gazed at the world with a visage forlorn. 
The evening was chilly, the night wind was raw, 
He looked the world over and here's what he saw: 





Fake taxi-meters and brutal wife-beaters and cops, half asleep, not performing their duties; 
Gold-digging beauties and henna-haired cuties; 

Flappers in slickers and freshmen in knickers imbibing decidedly dangerous liquors; 

Lynchings and pinchings and wild racial riots; fat dames and flat dames existing on diets; 
Unhappy farmers and view-with-alarmers and grandpas of sixty who still think they’re charmers; 


Kids Ieilling parents with pitchforks and ares, 
Congressmen raising constitutents’ taxes, 
Giddy old world spinning round on its axis, 
Nordics pursuing the Sambos and Mazes; 


Dagos in black shirts and Percys in white shirts and red-blooded Klansmen parading in nightshirts; 
Sweet sugar daddies in rich turtle dove nests; tabloid pictorials featuring love nests; 
Go-getting guys peddling Florida villas; supper club pirates and hat-check gorillas. ... . 


Radio screechers and photoplay features and court-rooms revealing the love-lives of preachers; 
Taxis in purples and crimsons and yellows—hundred percenters and regular fellows; 


Dukes—and the debutantes hoping to land them 
Husbands whose wives really don’t understand them; 


High-hatting highbrows in Oscar Wilde poses; Pat and Mike stories and Abes’ Irish Roses; 
Bridge-playing mothers and comic-strip kiddies; cinema ingenues romping in middies; 

Hearst editorials, humorous writers, ugly memorials, hatred igniters, 

Useless statistics, asthmatic Victrolas, faddists and mystics and sick pianolas; 

Etiquette courses and framed-up divorces and bimbos who give you wrong tips on the horses; 
Hearty back-slappers, professional grinners, middle-aged flappers and table d’hote dinners; 
Verses like these and the nit-wits who write ’em, 
Mum belles and dumb belles and ad infinitum! 


“Gosh, but it’s awful,” complained ’27, 
“I’m going right back to my former 
abode.” 
“Nay,” said the Old Year, “tis half-past 
eleven; 
“Prepare, little stranger, to shoulder 
your load.” 
The blue little, new little year shed a tear 


And hung up his hat on a peg of the 
sphere. 
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WIG. 


This department has long been in 
need of a laboratory to test out 
recipes from High Hats and many is 
the pleasant hour “Mac” and I have 
spent planning it out. . . the well- 
known air castle will look like an 
abandoned farmhouse if our dreams 
ever come true! ... “‘Mac” insists 
that the laboratory, or laboratories, 
be located three miles under the 
Hudson River and _ approached 
via a beautifully appointed plati- 
num elevator with a brass railing 

. . there are to be three hundred 
cellars and two hundred rooms and 
is this place to be high hat?... Why 
even the doormen will wear mono- 
cles! ... We have included in our 
plans a hundred foot champagne 
swimming pool in which we will hold 
swimming races, fancy diving con- 
tests and champagne polo.... Beer 
and Tom Collins showers will be con- 
nected with each room.... “Mac” 
has pictured below the “Cocktail” 
room which will give you a rough 


JUDGE 





idea of the magnitude of our under- 


taking . . . there will also be the 
“Highball” room, with a syphon 
bottle as big as the Woolworth build- 
ing, the “Mint Julep” room, with 
our own private mint bed and a 
“Sparkling Burgundy” room done 
entirely in rhinestones. The piéce 
de résistance will be the “Passing 
Out” room done entirely in black 

a corps of architects are 
busy drawing up plans (on blot- 
ting paper) and we will be glad 
to entertain ideas from Brother 


High Hats. 






i 


A 


Speaking of drinking, Chuck Evans 
of San Diego sends in a rather neat 
take off the peel of 
an orange so that a half section re- 
mains intact, fill two thirds full of 
brandy, drop a lump of sugar in, 
light and allow it to burn until the 
sugar is dissolved... . 


bh 


Speaking of drinking, Mr. Reid’s 
plea for the recipe for a champagne 
cocktail has met with a generous 
no end response and he is indebted 
to no less than eighteen brother 
High Hats! ... Take a lump of 
sugar saturated in Boker’s bitters, 
one lump of ice and one piece of 
lemon peel—fill glass with cold 
champagne and drink! 


— 


At the risk of using too much 
(Continued on page 27) 


suggestion .. . 
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“FIRST TO-DAY!” 
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Skoal! 


HE best thing about New Year's is the rest it affords 

after Christmas. Any other reason for celebrating 

the day than that the Merry Yuletide is over for 
another vear smacks of that irrational optimism which has 
made us the most restless people on earth. We refer to the 
popular assumption that some outward change in our 
environment, even so small a one as the substitution of 
the numeral 7 for the numeral 6 on the extreme right of 
the date line, is the signal for some inner change as well 
that will make things smoother for us. People make New 
Year’s resolutions on the basis of such an assumption, and 
make them over again every year. They even crowd 
into night clubs with great regularity as New Year’s Eve 
comes along, pay exorbitant cover charges, drink their 
weight in synthetic gin and spend January 1 moaning, 
confident each trip that this marks their last orgy, that 
henceforth they will become the soul of temperance and 
wisdom. 

On the same principle millions of us think that if we 
could only change wives, or husbands, we should come 
into our birthright of happiness. And millions of us 
make the change, with the same success that attends our 
New Year's resolutions. Other millions, not counting 
duplications, consider that if they could only move to 
some other place their luck would improve; and they do 
move, and they keep on moving. Some, including at 
least half the population, think they would be happier 
and richer if they could change their business. So every 
few years our bankers become Senators and our lawyers 
become railroad presidents and our ministers become 
salesmen. And some, including at least three-quarters 
of the population, think that the whole aspect of the 
world would change for them if they could travel; and so 
in regiments and divisions they jump into their cars or 
their yachts, or buy tickets to Paris or Persia, and come 
back the same old sour bellies. 

We are reminded of the story of the globe-trotting 
American who visited a venerable and famous sage in a 
Chinese village and who, much to his amazement, learned 
that the Chinaman had never once set foot beyond the 
confines of his village. With friendly condescension he 
proceeded to describe to his host some of the sights and 
sensations he had missed. Among other things there was 
the Twentieth Century Limited, which swept you from 
New York to Chicago in a day and a night. 

“T see,” said the Chinese sage, “‘and what do you do 
when you get there?” 

We can’t kid ourself. Nineteen twenty-seven will be 
just another year except, we sincerely hope, for you. 
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Faith 

Te religious questionnaire which various newspapers 

of the country have been running as a circulation 
feature is an excellent reminder of the unimportance of 
“belief,” and its opposite, as they are commonly conceived. 
“Do you believe in God?” is the first question. You are 
enjoined to answer “‘Yes”’ or “No” to this as to the other 
questions. But what on earth does it mean when you 
say you do, or do not, believe in God? We pass over 
the obvious criticism that every individual's conception of 
what is meant by the word differs from every other’s, and 
that it may be used to clothe anything from a corporeal 
being in human form to a First Cause. Take either of 
these two extreme conceptions of God, or any of the 
myriad in between—when you say you do believe in God 
you are saying merely that your imagination is equal to 
the hurdle, that you Can conce ive of God. 

This can be called faith only by courtesy. As William 
James once pointed out, there are different categories of 
belief of which this one is the most nebulous. There is, 
for instance, rockbottom belief, or real faith. This is 
the sort you share with your subconscious. It is instine- 
tive; you act upon it automatically, whatever your con- 
sciousness may say or think about it, if anything. Such 
is your belief that the sun will rise to-morrow, that you 
will be alive this evening, that you will take your next 
breath. Then there is that other species of belief on which 
you also act, but only as the result of thought or calcula- 
tion. The chances are, you say, that it won’t rain to- 
morrow and you lay your plans accordingly. You have 
faith it won’t rain to-morrow, and if your plans involve 
the expenditure of money you even bet on it. But if 
the bet is a big one and you are a prudent man you will 
take out some rain insurance. 

But even such faith, insurance and all, is more sub- 
stantial than the kind involved in your say-so that you 
believe in God, or that you believe in immortality, because 
your affirmation, or your denial, bears no relation whatever 
to any immediate act, pledges you to nothing but a point 
of view. In other words, what a so-called believer or 
atheist will do in a pinch is of infinitely more importance 
as an indication of faith or its lack than what he thinks 
or says, and what he will do in a pinch he can’t set 
down in advance. Will he risk his life to save another's 
if and when the time comes? Will he be counted on the 
side of justice and humanity when the mob howls? Will 
he sacrifice himself or his substance for an ideal? There 
have been atheists who have done all of these things and 
believers who have done none. Take your choice. 


W. M. Hi. 























Noticed several of 
lately 
with stunning new 
skiing outfits and thought all the 
time that they were of course im- 
ported from Switzerland at least... . 
I asked one of them where she got 
her’s and where do you think they all 


the girlies 


Tr ad 

Something new for the sub-sub 
Deb .... it’s called “Red Bug Elec- 
tric Roadster” ..... looks very much 
like an enlarged scooter except that 
it has four wheels and an honest to 
goodness ee they’re a 
circus. 


> 


Speaking of automobiles, saw some 
cute fixtures in a Mercedes the other 
ee compact, removable mirror 
and case containing silver combs, 
brushes, shoehorn, cigarette case 
and lighter . . . . . suppose Brother, 
Dear, would expect a new car for 
mentioning this! 


cA 


SS 
Received a darling Christmas 
ee a combination desk 


and wrist watch .... it is an ordinary 
wrist watch with the usual embossed 
design but by pressing the stem the 
back swings out on a hinge so that it 
will stand up... . Junior says he’d 
rather have a watch he can hang up 
but don’t understand what he means. 


~ 


SS 


Oh, Dear! already I’ve committed 
a faux pas! .. . it seems I’ve men- 
tioned Saks just once too often, and 
a few catty people intimate that I’ve 
been subsidized—and they say my 
column is full of Saks appeal! 


JU DGE 


Tea Rooms..... 
the old Prince George 
aera dark, restful 
and a beautiful trickling, splashing 
wet fountain! ..... the Russian 
Eagle ..... I detest Russian Tea 
Rooms but this one is really quite 
nice and the music darling. 


Tr 


The Six Best “Steppers”: 
““Meadowlark” (No Show). 

“Clap Yo’ Hands” (Oh, Kay). 
*“Maybe”’ (Oh, Kay). 

“Because I Love You”’ (No Show). 
“Do Do Do” (Oh, Kay). 

“Every Little While” (No Show). 
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Thinking It Over 


{* neighbor caught me hunting 
‘ on his property one afternoon. 
Now if there is one thing he dislikes 
it is catching somebody hunting on 
his property. And if there is one 
thing I dislike it is getting caught 
hunting on 
So, when he caught me, that made it 
unanimous. 

Being however, we 
took the whole thing rather good- 
naturedly. I especially. He was 
rather nice about it, at that. But 
he did give me a friendly lecture. 

He said, in substance: “I don’t 
like this at all. But, being that it’s 
you, I won't do anything about it. 
I'd have anybody else arrested. And 
another person might have an ex- 
cuse. But you have none. You 
have your own place. And, matter 
of fact, the hunting there is better 
than it is here. And, despite that, 
you come here and violate my con- 
fidence in you. Is it worth it? I 
don’t like to be harsh, but it isn’t 
right and these remarks of mine 
should set you to thinking.” 

Of course we parted on friendly 
terms, after I had promised not to 
get caught there again. And his 
remarks did set me to thinking. 
They set me to thinking how he 
knew the hunting on my place was 
better than on his. R&R. C. O’Brien 


somebody's property. 


neighbe Ts, 


















“Then what did he do?’’ 


“Took the words out of his mouth.” 








’ / SKETCHES FROM A SANITARIUM 
“Did you hear about the fellow who took a spoonful of hot alphabetical soup?” 
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THE RESULT 


Five minutes after the doctor administered brandy to a victim of a two-story fall 
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The Emperor’s New Suit 


W= here we are again and it’s 


a wonder we ever got back 
from that week-end what with some 
half-wit or other pumping gin into 
you and two fat girls hanging around 
your neck telling you what a swell 
piece “Valencia” is and how the 
doctor told her to lay off starchy 
foods or she would have a full beard 
by Christmas or something. So just 
give us a chance to get this bromo 
down and we'll give you the dirt on 
The Emperor's New Suit. 

Well, it seems there was an em- 
peror named Charlie or something 
and he was a nut about clothes. In 
those days nobody had heard of 
“Vanity Fair” so this bird had to 
make up his styles as he went along. 
If you or we was to get a half a 
dozen neckties from our Aunt Hester 
for our birthday, we would give them 
to the smoke who runs the elevator, 
but Charlie would think something 
like that simply perfect. He used to 
change his shirt every day and some- 
times wash his hands twice a day. 
Everybody around the palace 
thought he was balmy and small 
wonder. His idea of heaven was a 
place where the angels looked like 
Hart, Schaffner & Marx ads and 
everybody washed their face before 














King Chas. looks over his new togs. 


breakfast. He was that daffy. 

So one day along came a couple of 
nifties from the big city and they 
had a swell scheme up their sleeve. 
They put an ad in the paper with a 
fancy line about their swell place on 
Fifth Avenue and how the Prince of 
Wales felt like a white wings unless 
Right 
away the king sent them down a 
check in advance and told them to get 
ready some cloth as he needed some 


he had one of their suits on. 


new rags. So the boys hired a show- 


room and after about a week they 





called up the king and told him to 
send down his minister. King Charlie 
couldn't figure out what they wanted 
a minister for but he thought they 
might be planning on getting mar- 
ried, so he sent down half a dozen of 
them. But the error was rectified 
and the laugh was on the king; so 
when they told the poor apple who 
they wanted, he sent down the prime 
minister to look over the layout. 
The two grifters met him at the door 
and gave him a big hand. 

“I'd like to see the cloth you got 
for the king,”’ says the minister. 

“Oh, yeh, the cloth!’ says the boys 
giving each other the shut-eye, and 
they took him in the next room and 
showed him an empty counter. 

“How's this for natty material?” 
says one of them in a big way, mak- 
ing passes as if he was handling some 
goods. The minister couldn’t see 
anything there but he figured that if 
he said so, they would report him 
to the king, so he pulled a big stall 
and told them it was lovely. 

“Well, boys,” he says after a while, 
“IT got to run along to the palace. 
Don’t take any wooden nickels; they 
warp. So long!” 

“So long,” says one of the boys, 
“no wonder they call you the prime 


(Continued on page 24) 





Hicu Pressure Boss—What are you doing here? 
“Waiting for my train?” 
“Well, make it snappy—make it snappy!” 





























The I’s Have It 


| WONDER who started that rumor 

that the hand is quicker than 
the I. It must have been a deaf 
mute. 

Why, the I is the quickest thing 
in the known world! Give it even a 
ghost of a chance—just barely open 
your mouth—and there it is, trem- 
bling on the tip of your tongue, all 
ready for action. 

It’s the very heart of conversation, 
which, even to this very day, is con- 
ducted according to the Mosaic law. 
The old rule of an I for an I still 
holds good. Without the I and its 
conversational give and take—es- 
pecially its give—you couldn't hold 
your own in any society function. 

The I is that saving element which 
prevents conversation from becoming 
an art and which, at the same time, 
keeps plain talk such a comfort. It’s 
very good in gossip, too. 

No matter what the topic, I's 
always in it, as in egotistic. 

Ever notice how many I’s there 
are in inquisitive? Well, I want to 
know! Quite an I-ful, huh? 

Musicians usually tune up | 
sounding A. Conversationalists pre- 
fer to sound I. 


<< 


Even movie actors use it; they're 
not so dumb as they look on the 
screen. They've learned which pro- 
noun always takes the capital. 

We have to be taught to mind 
our P’s and Q’s, but instinct tells us 
what to do with our I’s. 


All in favor of keeping conditions 
as they are, say I. 
Douglas Turney 
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h’ shecond bicushpud—open wider pleash. 


Dentist—Sheems to be a cavity int 


GO TELL YO’ MASTER: THAT 
A SOUTHRON DOES)NOT KNOW 
WHAT “SURRENDER” MEANST! 
STORMED MAJOR YANCY _<« 


Good morning, lads and lasses, are all the little dopes and cole-eaters 
Then let’s start in right away. Here’s another one of those tiresome 
schoolroom jokes. ‘‘Now, Cashmere,” says the teacher, “what is an 
average?” “Oh, that’s a thing hens lay eggs on!” answers the little girl in 
her womanly way. “You're drunk!” replies Miss Fever. “How do you make 
that out?” “‘Well, sweepings,” parries Cashmere, “I read in a book where 
hens lay one egg aday on an average!” Miss Fever very nearly got the ague. 


If the folks who dictate women’s 
fashions aren’t careful, they'll work 
themselves out of a job some day. 


sae 


.! 


People who live in glass houses 
shouldn’t. 


OILZY WDEUS 


They call him Otto, be- 
cause he’s always running 
people down. 








Judge pays $5 for each one printed | 
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LMOST any revival of any Gil- 
bert and Sullivan operetta is 
worth going to hear, and 

Doctor Ames’ of “The Pirates of 
Penzance” is certainly no exception 
to the rule. Accordingly, please 
consider, with proper seriousness, the 
recommendation of this department. 
Yet, after the extraordinarily fetch- 
ing job our friend, the Doc, did with 
“Tolanthe,” this present effort is a 
bit disappointing. 

There are many ways of telling a 
funny story—and perhaps just one 
good way. The funny story that the 
“Pirates” is, in line and lyric and 
melody, Professor Ames, it strikes 
me, has gone about telling in one of 
the wrong ways. His method is to 
preface every move of the operetta 
with the unspoken but clearly felt 
observation: “I’m now going to show 
you some awfully comical stuff—” 
which is about as accurate a way as 
any to make one set one’s teeth 
against hilarity. He is so deadly in 
comic earnest that he steals the stage 
from the comical composer and libret- 
tist. He has directed his actors, or 
at least permitted them to indulge 
themselves, in so unremitting a bean- 
feast of pseudo-humorous muggings, 
jolly cavortings and extrinsic mon- 
keyshines generally that the eel- 
like wit and humor of the operetta 
squirms in visible discomfort. 

As I have said, however, the 
“Pirates” is still sufficient unto itself 
to make another visit to its play- 
house the occasion of a mighty agree- 
able evening, particularly in a day 
when our musical comedy stage is 
given over to boiler-factory jazz and 
the species of comedy that centers 
around a zany with a predilection for 
getting his thumb into the soup. The 
company that has been gathered to- 
gether for the revival is satisfactory 





dancing. 





by Georpe Jeam Nathan | a 


“The Captive’ (Empire)—Excellent dra 
matic study of a pathological case, admi 
rably played. 

“Broadway” (Broadhurst)—Thoroughly in- 
teresting melodrama of Rialto cabaret life. 

“Ned McCobb’s Daughter” (Golden)—Not 
much. 

“The Play's the Thing” (Miller)—Amusing 


boulevard farce-comedy by Molnar. 


“Lily Sue” (Lyceum)—The movies are 


calling this one. 

“The Constant Nymph” (Selwyn)—Drama 
tization of the best seller of the same name, 
and a delightful evening. 

“This Woman Business” (Ritz)—The old one 
about the woman-hater and the sweet one. 

“The Noose” (Hudson)—Orthodox melo- 
drama. 

“Gentlemen Prefer Blondes” (Times Square 

Lorelei and Dorothy in the persons of the 
Mlle. Walker and the Mile. Hibbard. 

“The Pirates of Penzance” (Plymouth) 
Another of Winthrop Ames’ commendable re- 
vivals, but not so well handled as “Iolanthe. 

“Yellow” (National)—Cut-and-dried melo 
drama. 

“Oh, Kay!” 
taining music show 
Lawrence. 


“This Was a Man” (Klaw)—Poor stuff. 


“Mozart” (Music Box)—A slight play dulled 
by bad acting. 


(Imperial)—Lively and enter 
headed by Gertrude 


“Mozart” (Forrest)—The same play made | 


gay by good acting. 
“Pygmalion” (Guild)—Fair Shaw revival. 


“On Approval” (Gaiety)—Some witty dia- 
logue. 

“The Squall” (48th St.)—Zero. 

“The Judge's Husband” (49th St.)—Zero. 

“The Little Spitfire” (Cort)—Zero. 

“Sez”’ (Daly’s)—Zero. 

“Gertie” (Bayes Zero. 

“Two Girls Wanted” (Little)—Zero. 


“Caponsacchi” 
some. 


“Countess Maritza” (Shubert)—Some ex- 


cellent melodies. 


“Criss Cross” (Globe)—Some excellent 


“Betsy” (New Amsterdam)—To be reviewed 
anon. 


“Howdy, King” (Morosco)—Ditto. 

“The Desert Song” (Casino 
musical comedy. 

“Seed of the Brute” (Comedy)—Noise. 

“The Constant Wife” (Elliott)—Ethel Barry 
more gives a good performance of a diverting 
Maugham comedy. 


“We Americans” (Eltinge)—Nothing in this 
one, 


“An American Tragedy” (Longacre) 


Dreiser in terms of Willard Mack. 
a the Horizon” (Bijou)—Good O'Neill 


revival. 
“Daisy Mayme” (Playhouse)—Kelly slips. 
“The Ladder” (Waldorf)—Awful. 


“The Ramblers” (Lyric)—Bobby Clark and 
some funny clowning. 


“The Honor of the Family (Booth) — Re- 
vival. To be discussed anon. 


Entertaining | 





Hampden)—Pretty _ tire- | 























save for Ernest Lawford, who gives 
about as unhappy an account of the 
role of the major-general as one can 
imagine. 


IT 


«e 


HIs Woman BustNess,” by a 
young Englishman, Mr. Benn 
W. Levy, 
feeblest attempts at epigram that 
these old ears have heard in some 
time. Like the little girl with the 
little curl right in the middle of her 
forehead, an epigram either has to be 
very, very good or it is pretty terrible. 
Young Mr. Levy’s, which deal mainly 
with the fair sex, fall into the latter 
category. The play into which the 
snappy mots are incorporated pre- 
sents us for the hundredth time with 
the story of the misogynist who 
spends two hours growling about 
women and is duly fetched by one of 
them at the final curtain. The 
author has adhered closely to the 
regulation formula in other respects 
as well. The first slice of the play 
shows us an assemblage of woman- 
haters lounging at their ease in deep 
chairs and enveloped in hypothetical 
bachelor comfort. The air is full of 
sarcasms directed at the gals. Pres- 
ently, a toothsome specimen enters, 
to the wrath of the ironic gents. They 
will, they vow, have none of her. 
And down comes Curtain No. 1. 
The second slice shows us the inroads 
gradually made by the sweet one, 
and the third slice the manner in 
which the chief grunter amongst the 
lot is caught and landed. 

The best performance is contrib- 
uted by Edward Rigby, an actor 
with decided comic gifts. O. P. 
Heggie is on deck again with one 
of his usual drawling molasses per- 
formances. Miss Genevieve Tobin 
has the réle played in London by 


contains some of the 


(Continued on page 26) 





























JUDGE 














chili 





a thunderous gong which in its in- 
fancy had graced the Oriental dwell- 
ing of Confucious. When I walked 
across the room I would invariably 
catch my foot in one of the many 
gaping holes in a rug that had only 
partially withstood the heavy tread 
of Napoleon Bonaparte. Dinner 
was served in crockery that once 
adorned the festal board of Lord 
Cornwallis. Apart from a creaking 
table that once served Benjamin 
Franklin, the only adornment in our 
dining-room was a cabinet, guaran- 
teed to be Duncan Phyfe’s first 
effort. One would never deny the 
truth of that guarantee. 

But, as I said to begin with, | 
can’t understand it. 

I bought her a hat last week that 
looked like a beauty to me. 

Her keen eye perceived that it was 
of last season’s vintage. 

When I gave it to her she cracked 
me over the head with a rolling-pin 
that had once rolled out pie dough 
for the gourmandic edification of 
King Alexander the Great. 

James L. Dilley 


iad 
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Every time our Congressman opens 
his mouth he steps on the gas. 














An Age-old Mystery 


| CAN’T understand it. 

She had always loved antiques 
and in fact the collection of junk had 
become quite an obsession. In the 
evenings I was forced to sit on a 
gnarled, ugly, torturous chair that 
originally graced the cabin of Cap- 
tain Miles Standish. The only light 
on my evening newspaper emanated 
from a sputtering coal-oil lantern 
that once hung in the stateroom of 
John Paul Jones. 

tion was music from a crumbling 
pianoforte originally 
Martha Washington. Dinner was 
announced each evening by means of 


Our only recrea- 


played by 
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o photography that I have seen 
N on the screen can surpass that 
of “Faust.’’ The UFA camera- 
under the direction of F. W. 
Murnau, has combined all the tricks 
of his trade with a feeling for color 
And 
quite on a par with its setting is the 
performance of Camilla Horn, as 
Marguerite. It seems incredible that 
this should be her first picture, so 
utterly charming and so desperately 
Lillian Gish 
never did a finer thing in all her com- 
paratively long career than this 
child’s first dip into Gethsemane. 


man 


and form that strikes one dumb. 


tragic she appears. 


But for once I was disappointed in 
Emil Mephisto he 
seems a bit elephantine and becomes 
at times deliberately clownish. This 
gets a laugh, but at the expense of 
that instinctive respect that 
should always feel for the devil. As 
a matter of fact, the réle is not big 
enough for Jannings. The devil, 


Jannings. As 


one 








“The Big Parade” 
“Ben Hur” 
“Moana of the Sou 
“The Black Pirate 


“For Heaven's Sak 


“ 4loma of the Sout 
“The Road to 


“Mantrap” 
“Nell Guyn™ 
“Battling Buller” 


“Beau Geste” 


“The Searle 
The Strong Mayr 
‘Sparrows’ — Mot 


“One Minute to Play Phe 


“The Campus I 


“Tin Gods René 


bridge 


“The Treasure 


“The Temptress 
“Kid Boots 
“The Ace of Cads 
“The Better ‘Ol 

“The Magician” 
“London” 


Bang 


Vand. 
“Variety”’—The E 


Eddie 


Morris Houphton 


Shows no let up. 


up chariot race 
th Seas’’—Idyllic. 
Doug in color. 


e”—Lloyd laughter 


h Seas” 
lalay”—Chaney ov 


mil Jannings classic 


Exciting hokum 
So This Is Paris” 
t Letter” 


Sophisticated c« 


Gilda’s wiggle 


Sinclair Lewis’s melodrama 
Good British film. 
Buster Keaton triumpl 


erdvt 


medadyv | 
Lillian Gish at her best. | 
Harry Langdon ditto. | 
her Mary Pickford 
Galloping G1} 
Bebe wins the race. 
Adoré jumps ff 


Properly named 


“You'd Be Surpris 


1 Subtle Griffith 
Greta Grander Garbo 


Cantor is good 


Mediocre Menjou 


Old Bill himself 


Well photographed bos! 


Poor British film. 


“The Sorrows of Satan’’—Florid Corelli 

“Bardelys the Magnificent’—John Gilbert 
becomes an acrobat 

“We're In the Navy Now’—Very fun: 

“Everybody's Acting All-star comed 

“Forever After Mush | 

“U pstage Vaudevillainou 

“The Eagle of the Sea Cortez as a pirat 

“Potemkin” Amazing 


“What Price Glory? 


“Manon Lescaut 
“The Canadian” 





Pictorially gre 
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after all, is not a human being but 
merely a stereotyped conception of 
the Having only 


motivation, no matter what he turns 


arch villain. one 
his hand to, he is hopelessly circum- 
scribed in the matter of emotions and 
the 


him. 


rigidly limiting, therefore, to 


actor who would interpret 


like 


room 


his person, 
the 
psye he. 


Jannings’s talents, 
need a lot whole 


field of the The 
devil is better off in the person of a 


more 


human 


smaller, more dapper and much more 


limited artist, like Menjou, for in- 

stance, 

Two things in “Old Tronsides” de- 
serve loud cheers—the photog- 

raphy and the performance of Wal- 

lace Beery. Of course, with such 

material as full-rigged ships and 


ancient naval battles to play with 
there is not much excuse for a poor 
But “Old 


(Continued on page 


Ironsides” 
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“picture.” 
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Customer—Here, what do you 
mean by that sign in your window, 
“Oysters B in season”? 

ButcHer—Why, oysters be in sea- 
son in September, October, November, 


December, Bjanuary, February, 
Bmarch and Abril. 


—Ya Le ReEcorD 


What He Wanted Was Action 


A tourist who had stopped at a 
mountaineer’s cabin down in the 
Ozarks, noticed four holes in the 
door. 

Tourist—Friend, I do not like to 
be too inquisitive, but what are the 
four holes in your door for? 

Mountaineer—Wal, yo’ see, I has 
four cats. 

“But wouldn’t one good-sized hole 
do for all the cats?” 

““H—I, when I say ‘Scat!’ I mean 
‘Seat! ” —Kansas Sour Owl 


Patt 


“Hear about Jack? Went out too 
far in the ocean and drowned.” 
“It surfs him right.” 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl 
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Rurrran—Mitt me, kid. 
RurriaNn—Plised ta mitcha. 
Wiiurams Purpie Cow 





Still Further Remodeling 


“Who was that lady I seen you 
with last night?” 

“That was my sister-in-law.” 

“Does she neck?” 


—Colorado Do Do 
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“Did you barely escape from that 
fire last night?” 
“No, I had my pyjamas on.” 
—N. Y. U. MepLEy 


The Old Soak Speaks 
It was been, been, been, 
Where the devil have I been, 
That I’m lying in mud up to my 
chin? 
Though I’ve tested you, and 
weighed you, 
By the dirty scum that made you, 
You’re a better man than I am, Gor- 
don Gin! —Columbia Jester 


Dad 


Tramp—Have you a piece of cake, 
lady, to give a poor man who hasn’t 
had a bite for two days? 

“Cake? Isn’t bread good enough 
for you?” 

“Ordinarily, yes ma’am, but this 
is my birthday.” —Pitt Panther 














Or Even Rarer 


Alla—What is so rare as a day in 
June? 

Gazzam—A charity bazaar in Scot- 
land. —Ohio State Sun Dial 


HASH 


Banjo players get three dollars an 
hour. That’s pretty easy picking. 
—Cincinnati Cynic 


tae 


A certain man was suspected by 
his wife of receiving phone calls from 
other women. About twelve o’clock 
one night the following conversation 
could be heard: 

Husband—Hello, Elmer. 

“Is this you, Elmer?” 

“You are, Elmer?” 

“Yes, I would, Elmer.” 

“Certainly I will, Elmer.” 

“No, Elmer, all right, Elmer.” 

“Of course I will, Elmer.” 

“Well, good-by, Elmer.” 

Then the man turned to his sus- 
picious wife and said: 

“That was Elmer, dear.” 

Missouri Outlaw 
er 

Laundries charge big prices be- 
cause they have to hire extra help 
for pulling off buttons. 

—Kansas Sour Owl 





Her—So your father lost all his for- 
tune in the peanut industry? 

Hiu—Fes, some one stole the stand. 

—NortH Carouina BuccaNEER 
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“Where did you get all that money, 
Jawn?” 

“Borrowed it from Willbeaux, 
Phillip.” 

“But I thought he was pretty 
tight, Jawn.” 

“And so he was, Phillip.” 

—Centre Colonel 


ASS 


Clara says: “I can’t love a man 
with a pipe in his mouth.’ 
—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern 


BAS 


“Look here, Dodo, you better tell 
that young man to take his arm 
from about your waist.” 

“You better tell him yourself, 
dearie; he’s a perfect stranger to 
me.” —Phillips Academy Mirror 


sae 


“Have you heard the new golf 
song?” 

* *Tee for two?’ ” 

“No, ‘Sweet Child, You're Driving 
Me Wild, That’s Putting it Mild.’ ” 


—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl 
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Genieyman oe 


To Necro Doctor—Doctor, I’ve 
been havin’ terrible nightmares lately. 
Has I got hallucinations? 

“Boy, even your best friends won't 
tell you that.” 

—Wi.uiAMs PurPLe Cow 


Rad 


“T wonder if you could tell me 
where I could get a drink?” 

“Sir, Iam only a conductor. You 
are the fourth man to mistake me 
for a policeman this afternoon.” 

Wesleyan Wasp 





Cn en ts TC i, 


“And what did the dean do when you threw your arms around his neck?” 


“He put me on prohibition.” 





—WiiuaMms PurpeLte Cow 

















“Last night a man at the hotel 
wanted to bet he could whip anybody 
in the lobby.” 

“My word!” 

“The elevator boy took him up.” 


—LOovISVILLE SATYR 


Sas 
Fairy Story—Once there was an 
American who wouldn’t go to the 
Follies Bergere because he couldn't 
understand French. 
Carnegie Puppet 


th he 


Sad oad 


“T'll knock you for a rho.” 
“Phi on you! Beta dime you 
don’t.” —Stevens Stone Mill 


a th 


Ol ad 


She was only a telephone girl, but 
she severed my connections with the 
University. 


d {labama Ra mmer Jam mer 


sae 
“Give an example of sound ad- 
vice.” 
“Shut up.” 


Utah Hu mbug 


a th 


The boy stood on the burning deck 
He did not cry nor shout. 
He waited till the ship went down 
And put the fire out. 
Wesle yan Wasp 





sas 
“When Betty got married we 
girls gave her a shower.” 
“Yeh? I'll bet her husband was 
glad to get her all nice and clean.” | 
Penn State Froth 
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Mrs. Nuwep—Now look what you've done—knocked off 
book, lost my place and I haven't the vaguest idea what I was making! 


Judge’s Fairy Tales for 
Tired Clubmen 
(Continued from page 16) 


minister; you're prime, all right, all 
right!” 

The king met the minister at the 
front door and asked him how the 
goods looked. “It’s all wool and a 
yard wide!” says the minister, there- 
by coining a proverb. “Why, that 
there suit ought to last a long time 
after the last installment is paid!” 
The monarch thought this a good 
crack, but as we said before, he was 
slightly funny Up There. However, 
just to check up, he sent down an- 
other gent that worked around the 
court to take a slant at the goods. 
The two momzers pulled the same 
gag on him and it worked fine. He 
went back and told the king he 
wished he had the price of a suit like 
that one, but King Charlie made be- 
lieve he was deaf. So then the latter 
decided to go down the next week and 
get measured. 

Well, the boys made him feel good 
right off the reel with a couple of 
cheap cigars and the king was so 
pleased he was ready to shine their 
shoes if they let him, only their shoes 
was already shined. So they pulled 
their English accent on him and took 
him in the room to show him the 
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cloth. The king couldn’t see any 
cloth but he was scared to say so 
because he thought they might give 
him the laugh, so he made believe he 
was crazy about the goods and they 
went through a lot of fake passes in 
the air as if they were measuring him. 
Then they took a deposit and told 
him the suit would be ready in a 
week, 

“Do you think it will be a perfect 
fit?’ asks the king. 

“Tll say so!” says both guys 
meaningly, but the crack was lost 
on King Chas., which I'm believing 
by this time must have had the same 
Binet test as a child of seven. So he 
said he would call for it and shook 
by-by. 

A week later in blows Charlie with 
half the court to watch him get his 
new suit. The con men told him to 
shell off the ermines and he did. 
Then they made a couple of fancy 
stabs in the air as if they were dress- 
ing him and asked the king how he 
liked the ensemble. The king made 
believe he was pleased and of course 
all the help from the palace was there 
with the flattering remarks to avoid 
getting in hot water with their boss. 
Then the boys borrowed a blank 
check from the emperor and they 
filled it in and handed him a fountain 
pen. He did the rest and they bowed 
him out. Then they stood looking 
after him as he went down the street 
in his B. V. D.’s. 

“Well, Joe,” says one of them. 
“There goes the answer to a chip- 
munk’s prayer!” 

“Don’t stand there gabbing!” says 
the other. “‘Pack up while I get this 
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Ves, there are about 14,536,482 men who wish this were a fact and not 
a fancy.” 























cashed at the bank. 
reservations on the 
Buffalo?” 

In the meanwhile the king walked 
down the street and all the subjects 
lined up on the sidewalks and made 


Did you get 
sleeper for 


believe they never seen such swell 
toggery. 
a little kid of twelve which had some- 


But in the crowd there was 


thing above his ear besides Glostora; 
so when the king passes by, he pipes 
up to his mammy: 

“Say, what is this, Earl Carroll's 
‘Vanities? Why, the guy's in- 
Maybe it’s the good old 


absent-minded pre fessor!” 


decent! 


This got such a big laugh from the 
crowd that pretty soon they started 
in handing King Chas. the raspberry 
and before he knew it somebody had 
called a cop and the Purity League 
pinched him on a warrant. And all 
the while our two heroes were sitting 
in a smoker working over a couple of 
good cigars. This story is a good 
example of how you can leave women 
out of a yarn and still get sex appeal. 


Perelman 


A Piatad 


“Keep walking if you wish to keep 
fit and well,”’ advises a Harley Street 
specialist. A referee friend of mine 
says it is all rot and now wishes he 
had broken into a run. 


nian Pass ing Show 





Lady—Hullo, Exchange! 


If he wakes up and cries, call me at Mayfair, 5900! 


JUDGE 
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I am putting my phone in baby’s cot. 


Humorist 





I met your husband last night, dear, but he didn’t see me. 
Hostess (absently)—Yes, so he said! 


London Opinion 


Jewish Name Anyway 
Globe Trotte r 


to your race, Mr. Goldstein. In 
every land I have visited I have 


I'll have to give it 


found Hebrews with the exception 
of Alaska. 

Mr. Goldste in 
don’t know, but 
Presbyterian name, y’ know. 


Alaska? Vell, I 


Iceberg ain’t no 
Capper’s Weekly 
ahs 


{ new aeroplane is equipped with 

a kitchen. When the cook wants to 

toss a pancake, he simply stands still 
and asks the pilot to loop the loop. 
Humorist 


RP Bad 


First Housewife—Yes, I heard a 
noise and got up, and there, under 
the bed, I saw a man’s leg. 

Second Ditto 
burglar’s? 

“No; my husband’s. He _ had 
heard the noise, too.” 


Good heavens! The 


my { nswers 


Useful Implement 
“My carburetor is out of order, 
but I think I can put it right.” 
“Have you a mechanical bent?” 
“No, but 
I'll borrow it.” 


perhaps my neighbor 
has one. 


Everybody's 
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The Next Automatic Machine 


Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 19) 


Fay Compton. Although poor di- 
rection has allowed her to overact 
badly in the early portion of the 
exhibit, she manages the rest with 
very fair conviction. In addition, 
she possesses a sufficient amount of 
good looks to make plausible a plot 
that is approximately as convincing 
as a Senatorial election in the State 
of Pennsylvania. 


Ill 


| HAVE not reviewed Pirandello’s 

“Say It With Flowers” and I fear 
that I shall not. It is Mr. Brock 
Pemberton’s idea that what New 
York needs is a midnight theater and 
the Pirandello production is his initial 
attempt to persuade himself that 
there is something in his theory. 
Just how he contrives to imagine that 
Pirandello, even at his lightest, is a 
dramatist suited to cabaret hours is 
by way of being a rebus. It would 
be an equally valid idea to put on a 
Black Bottom show at one o'clock 
in the afternoon, or to open up a 
morning theater for the ‘Follies.’ 
There may be something in a mid- 
night theater, but our friend is on the 
wrong track. 

Nevertheless, as he is not the only 
managerial boy hereabouts who is 
walking those particular ties, and as 
absurd theatrical procedure is so 
close to the hearts of at least a couple 
of other producers whom one can 
think of, I take the liberty of offering 
to these gents the following addi- 
tional schemes, guaranteed to bore 
everyone to death and to lose money: 

1. An all-star revival of Charles 
Klein’s “The Lion and the Mouse.” 





Bust of Henry Ford. 





Judge pays $5 for each one printed 
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Dated Rega _" 


2. Matinée performances of Butler 
Davenport’s entire canon. 

3. A song recital by Bertha Kalich. 

4. Another revival of “The Two 
Orphans,” with or without the Nash 
sisters. 


Satisfaction But No Profit 

“Look here, Rastus, I am paying 
you tocut that wood? What’s Mose 
doing it for? Did you hire him?” 

“Yassuh, Ah is gwine to pay him 
$1.25 for the job.” 

“But I was to pay you only a dol- 
lar.” 

“Yassuh, but it’s wuth a quatah 
jes’ to be boss foh once.” 


—Cappers Weekly 
Rad 


Captain (to Irishman applying for 
job on board a ship)—Have you ever 
been to sea before? 

The Son of Erin—Do you think I 
came over from Oireland in a cab? 

— Answers 


rad 


“Little pictures leave me cold; it’s 
the big canvases that I like.” 
“You're an art critic?” 
*‘No—a framemaker.” 
—Tit Bits 
Fae 


Let Nature do the work, says a 
writer. But guests at a party would 
get rather tired of the host standing 
still and waiting for an earthquake 
to come along and shake the cock- 
tails. —Humorist 





He—Darling, I’ve made up my mind to stay at home. 
Sue—Too late, dearest, I've made up my face to go out? 
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Society Matron—Evelyn who is this strange man I find kissing you? 
Evelyn—Why Mothah, deah, this is fathah. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 11) 


space I simply must print the fol- 
lowing letter... . “Dear Junior—I 
note with joy an inquiry from one of 
your customers for a champagne 
cocktail. Take a tall slender glass, 
one for each customer and put on 
ice about 5 p. mM. Take any room 
in the house with a nice large closet, 
and place in it two card tables and 
at least ten chairs. Take a quart of 
Gordon Rouge, Louis Roderer or 
Charles Heidseck for each two guests 
and chill. Sprinkle the closet with 
one jigger Nuit de Noel, one jigger 
Hudnut Violet and two jiggers of 
Florida water. Now go to the phone 
and invite the following around— 
Gene Tunney, Edna St. Vincent 
Milay, Mrs. Nash, Scott Fitzgerald, 
a sporty Senator, a French cop, the 
two prettiest girls in Westover, 
Fanny Ward, the last man tapped for 
Bones, Bill Snead, you and me. 
Now go some place and hire a short 
Frenchman of about one hundred 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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and seventy pounds, give him a 
soiled apron and a soiled napkin. 
As your guests arrive take them up 
to the closet and seat them. Every- 
one must smoke and talk very loudly. 
Have your waiter pause in the door- 
way and you say, ‘Garcon-beaucoup- 
de-champagne-cocktail-toute la table 
s'il vous plaft tout de suit.” After 
you have given this order four times 
the waiter will appear and say, 
‘Champagne cocktails for all, yeszir!’ 
ad lib, alcoholically, as long as it 
holds out. That, young fella, is a 
Champagne cocktail at the Ritz!” 
Jaddock. 


ie 


uurid Details 

The railway supervisor of a West- 
ern line received the following note 
from one of his foremen: 

“I am sending in the accident re- 
port on Casey’s foot when he struck 
it with the spike maul. Now, under 
‘Remarks,’ do you want mine or do 
you want Casey’s?” 

— Everybody's 
ttt 


At a recent function, a flashlight 
for the purpose of taking a photo- 
graph alarmed some of the guests. 
Usually, of course, it is the photo- 
graph that is so terrifying. 

—Humorist 
FAH 


An’ when Mrs. 
wasn’t no lidy, 
“T sez, 
infirmary,’ 


Grubbs sez you 
wot did yer say?” 
“Two negatives means a 
and knocked ’er down.” 
—Tit-Bits 
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Glass Ginger Ale with tablespoonful 
Abbott's ee delightful tonic and pala- 
table. nple bitters by mail 25 cts. in 


Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





Irritated Throat | 


Fey peers 


1, a Id, a dry 

irritated thros t—don’t 

9 \ endure it. Sli; * Elm 
ion isnature’ss ome heal- 
ing reme ~~ Relieves 

tired, aching throats, 


\y lubricates the voice. 
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( oal Carman (to owner of burning house 








This coal is for you, sir. 


House Owner—Is it the same as the last I had from you? 


“Yus, sir.” 


*Right—chuck it on!” 


Judging the Movies 
(C'ontinued from page 2] 


does pretty well bv its pictorial op- 
portunity. I have never seen a por 
trait of a beautiful woman that 
could move me more than the close- 
up of the Constitution under full sail. 
It stirs in one a sensuous delight in 
the Maupassant phrase, as if one had 
just “rubbed elbows with happi 
ness.” 

Beery is the very earthy boatswain 
of the bark Esther,from Salem, which 
sails for the Mediterranean with a 
full cargo of typical movie romance. 
I wish I could say as much for the 
romance as I can for him. He is not 
only a first-rate low comedian in this, 
as in his other pictures, but he comes 
nearer in this picture to creating a 
true character. Droll as he is he 
seems as plausible as his ship and 
entirely suited both to his environ- 
ment and to his generation. His 
method and manner of shanghai- 
ing the chief gunner of the Consti- 
tution aboard his boat and setting 
him to scrubbing decks should go 
down in film annals as a classi 
episode. 

But the picture as a whole is 
simply lathered with patriotic ho- 
kum. Mr. Cruze hasn't let an 
opportunity go by to wave the flag 
and turn on his ample faucet of 
Fourth of July sentiment. Many 
of his subtitles read as if they had 
been dictated by that eminent 
patriot and historian, the former 
Mayor Hylan. 

Perhaps for this reason one is in- 
clined to doubt the strict authen- 
ticity of the various battle scenes so 
lavishly presented. Were the Bar- 
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Passing Show 


bary pirates quite such easy marks 
as they are made out to be? There 
is a report that Laurence Stallings, 
who wrote the scenario for Para- 
mount, devoted untiring efforts to 
digging up the reality and reproduc- 
ing it, only to see his labors embroid- 
ered by the “wise guys” of filmdom. 
It is only here and there in the pic- 
ture that one encounters the true 
Stallings flavor. 


“M* HAEL Srrocorr,” Jules 
Verne’s spectacular melo- 

drama, could never make a great 
picture, but in the hands of American 
or German technicians it might have 
made a much better one than the 
French film currently playing. Both 
the photography and the continuity 





are at fault and the effect of the intro- 
duction of color into certain scenes is 
pathetic. 

Nevertheless, the surge of the 
narrative and the good looks and 
excellent performances of Ivan Mos- 
kine, who plays the hero, and 
Nathalie Kovanko, who plays the 
heroine, and the very realistic blood- 
letting, personal and panoramic, 
which liberally punctuates the pic- 
ture, combine to make it absorbing 
and hair-raising entertainment. 

It deals, as you may know, with 
the adventures of a messenger for 
the Czar, Michael Strogoff, who in 
1850 was sent to warn the Grand 
Duke in Irkutsk, Siberia, five thou- 
sand miles away, of a Tartar plot to 
destroy him. One of Michael's earli- 
est encounters is with the handsome 
young lady, also traveling to Ir- 
kutsk, who thereafter shares with 
him all the vicissitudes of his perilous 
mission. They reach Tomsk in 
time to witness the rout of the Rus- 
sians by the Tartar tribesmen. They 
are captured by the Tartars and 
taken to the tent city of the Grand 
Khan where the hideous punishment 
doled out to Michael makes part of 
the elaborate Tartar victory fete. 
But in the end and in the nick of 
time they reach their destinatioa 
and there all the engaging improba- 
bilities of the story reach their very 
improbable climax in the triumph of 
courage and love. Whew! 


Osmo 
“Where 


mosis when the 


light went out?” 


O8- 





The Man—Phew! What’s the matter with these cigars? 
His Wife—Why, dear, they smelt so horrid that I put some eau-de- 


Cologne on them. 


—London Opinion 



































Judge Junior’s Dictionary 


A Heavy Date—An engagement with the most 
wonderful girl in the world 

Apa prom Decatur—Point “8” 

AiReEDALE—An uncouth male. 

At Wer— See Wet Smack. 

AprLesacce— Bull 

Araus—Camel smoker 

AspuaLt Anaw—A street corner sheik. 

Barcinc—See Crashing; also staging a dance 

BattLesuir—The girl who wears corsets 

BoLogna—See Applesauce. 

Banana O1.—See Applesauce. 

Beazte—See Flamper. 

Bic Dick—Point “10” in crap game. 

Buime—Girl friend. 

Buuxp Dare—An engagement with a person 
you've never met 

BLotrro—Intoxicated. 

Bive Rui~—The morning after. 

BotLep—See Fried. 

Bo.ster—The sober one who takes you home 

Box Car—“12” in crap game 

Burrer anp Eacer—A person with lots of 
money who gets taken 

Crisse_er —Tight-wad 

Cookis Duster—Sweet little moustache 


in crap game, 


CovereD WaGon—An elderly rotund woman 
who apes the youthful flapper. 

Cowsoy—Drug store loafer. 

Crasninc —Getting in without an invite. 

Cusputt A disagreeable person. 


Deap-Hoorer—A poor dancer. 

DeckLe-epGe— Classy. 

Dit or Dinvy This word is used a great deal by 
I It is of Arabic origin and 


“collitch 
refers to the female companion of a date. 


the boys 


Dince—A colored gentleman. 
Dint-—Gossip. 

Docs—Feet. 

Draa—The girl you escort. 


Dracovt—Out-of-town party. 
Daip—Some one who is “all wet. 
Duck Soup sily beaten 
Dumapora-—Beautiful but dumb. 
Earpenper —Talker 
Fiamper—-A flapper vamp 

Fiat Tire—See Wet Smack 


Fiicker—A little wee “bun.” 

For Cryine Ovr Lovup—Ejaculation of de- 
rision 

Forty-N1ver—Gold digger. 

Foxep—Fooled, taken in. 

Friep — Intoxicated 


Fur Bennite—A term applying to the proverbial 
oon coat 

GenTLemAN'’s Cuoice— Blond 

Gert on THE Batt—To go on a drunk 

Give Him tHe Aim on THE Gate—To tell the 

boy friend you do not wish to see him any more. 


Goorry—Weak in the upper story. 
Gorpon Water—Gin. 

Gore —Gossip 

Havr-ptnt—Shrimp, small, undersized 


He's « Frop—Failed to register—and I don't 
mean if or because—I mean it. 
Hicu—Intoxicated. 
Hooey Bull. 


Hoor anp Movuta—Craves dances and food. 





Horninc In—To 
being wanted. 
Hor Sock 

Hunc Up—Delayed, 
INpooR AVIATOR 
INKWELL 
clubhouse. 
Inon Hat—Derby. 
Ir—Sex appeal 
Jimmy Hicks 
IINGLED 
“Jor” Cottece—Ve 
KIBETZER 
Kvock Out—Pretty 
Knows His Grocert 
Knows His Oats 
one who pets wel 
Leapin’ Lena—Flivy 
Lirtite Joe—Point “ 
Lovusy—Synonym of 
Low Down—Confide 
LUGGAGE 
Macakie—Bull. 
Mexican ATHLETE 
Necker—One who {| 
Nina FROM MADINA 
Or-can—One who te 
a four-year course. 
On a Bust—On a dru 
Own His Nose—See 
On THE Stus—Finar 
Parton Leecu—One 
the girl friend. 


Perrine —Loving. 
Puorse—Point “5” i 
Posie Pusner—One 


Portep—Intoxicated 
Putiep «a Fast ONE 
Ritzy—Classy 

SHEBA 
Suem—A male vamy 
SHELLACED 


Sain SLopper—Poor 


prese nt 


Point “ 
See Blotto. 


Good dancer 


detained 


Elevator boy. 
The girl’s home you can use for 


6” in crap game. 


ry collegiate. 


A wise guy; a spoofer. 


girl 
Es—He’s no fool 


r 
Has been around 


eT 

4” in « 
rotten 
ntial inside news, 


rap game, 


Something on the hip. 


A person who shoot 
vets 

Point “9” 
akes nine years to « 


nk. 
ried. 
iwially embarrassed 


who doesn’t step 


n crap game, 
who throws. 


Slipped one over. 


A female vamp. 


Meaning intoxicated. 


dancer. 


one’s self w 


} 


b 


SLEIGH-RIDE—A run around; the raspberry 


SNAKE-EYES—Two “* 
SNIFTER—See Snort 
SNOCKERED 
SNOOTY 


Intoxics 
Anything u 
Snort—A drink. 
Snow Biro—Dope u 
SNUGGLE-pUPPY—See 
Sora Pve—Davenpo 
Spare Tire 
there is no one else aroi 
Sranp-cp—Failing t 
Sucar Dappy 
Sugar Mawma—Swe 
Tun Soup—Easy to 
Trovusanp Watr—A 

Ticut—See Fried 

Torcu 
Tovcupown—A loan 
Uprown—High hat. 
Wasu-ovt—See Wet 
Wer Smack—A dead 
Woopen Dessert 


Woopen Krwono—Co 


Wook1res—Lingerie. 
Yen—Yearning. 


A girl who is 


A female's 


mes’ in crap 


ated 


nusually 


ser 

necker. 

rt Hound. 
asked out on] 

ind. 

» keep a date. 

steady ir 

et on all the boy 


see thr 





lways lit 


The objec t of one’s affections. 


Smack 
one; a flat tire. 


‘ 


in crap gan 


t 





| 
| 
| 
| 

Husband of Gifted Writer—How is your novel getting on, my love? 

(rifted Writer—The villain has just carried away the heroine. 

“Well, when she’s rescued, you might sew a button on this vest 

for me, will you?” Passing Show 





] 





Clark’s Famous Cruises 
By Cunarp-Ancuor new oil burners at rates 
including hotels, guides, drives and fees. 


62 days, $600 to $1700 
MEDITERRANEAN 


ss ‘‘Transylvania”’ sailing Jan. 29 
23rd cruis including Madeira, Lisbon, 
spain (Madrid—Cordova Ciranada), Al- 
giers, Tunis, Carthage, Athens, Constanti- 
I yple, ld ys Palestine and } gypt, Italy, 
the Riviera. Europe stop-overs. 

7th Round the World Cruise 

Jan. 19; 121 days, $1250 to $2900. 
3rd Norway-Mediterranean; 
July 2; 52 days, $600 to $1300. 


FRANK C. CLARK, Times Bldg., N.Y. 
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NOTICE TO JUDGE CONTRIBUTORS 
ENCLOSE no return postage wher 1 submit 
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neatly filed in the 
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627 WEST 434 STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 


mprovemenls 
that Mean. 
Easier Playing 


Conn saxophones and all Conn 
instruments for band and orchestra em- 
body improvements and EXCLUSIVE 
FEAT URES that make them the easiest 
of all to play. You learn quickly with a 
Conn -- win pleasure and profit. 

Free Trial; Easy Payments. Send 
for free book and details ; mention in- 
strument. With all their exclusive fea- 
tures Conns cost no more! 

Cc. G. CONN, Ltd. 
146 Conn Bidg., Elkhart, Ind, 
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IN SPRUMENT 3 








Copy This Sketch 


and let me see what you can d 
Earn from $50.00 to $200.00 or 


tmnore per week as cartoonist or illus- 


o with 


rator The Landon Picture ¢ art 
f t original 
full information 
and s to test your 
ability. tale age 
THE LANDON SCHOOL 
1483 National Bidg.,Cleveland,O. 


free book for 
~ inventors seek- 
? ing largest de- 


served profits. Established 1869. Write 
LACEY & LACEY, 657 F St., Washington, D. C, 
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“SATURDAY NIGHT” 


By Kernan 





A A new Boy and Dog pictur hich wi we are 
sure, be enthusiastically received rinted from the 
engravers original plates on Heavy Art Mat, size 

postpaid upon receipt of 50 Cents each 


8% xll inche 
Prints will be carefully packed and sent 


— 





“OH, MAMA!” 


; By R. B. Fuller 
ip A new child picture that has a very strong maternal 
’ appeal Printed ir olors from the original 


j four c 
plates on heavy Art Mat, size 11 x 14 inches 
Prints will be carefully packed and sent 
postpaid upon receipt of §0 Cents each 





Pa Tamy Fawae) : 


“THE CURSE OF DRINK” 
By Maud Tousey Fangel 
This popular reproduction in three colors should be 
framed and hung conspicuously over the table at 
which you mix your cocktails. Size 9 x 12 inches 


Sent postpaid to any address for 25 Cents 


JUDGE 


ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
627 West 43d Street New York 





Judge's Crossword Puzzle No. 106 
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Submitted by Mrs. L. O. White, Salem, Ore 


Horizontal 


1. The kind of son that shines 

5. She can't play this if she won't hold hands 
9. This is always fatal. 

1l. To postpone 

13. This fellow saw two of everything on water. 
16. A man who has the goods on him. 

18. Good for a holdup. 

19. To worship 

20. Give and take 

21. What love would be if it lasted for ever and 


24. Something to get caught on 

26. This is as busy as a bee 

27. This is always in this place. 

28. A part of any good egg. 

30. This is always monkeying around. 

$1. The best in France, if not Fifth avenue. 

83. Cowboys are supposed to be this. 

35. A suffix. 

$7. Pains-in-the-neck. 

$9. A ticket to dreamland, 

40. In this or that manner 

41. What some skunk did in Herrin, Ill. 

43. This never changes at Dayton, Tenn. 

45. This is always on the house. 

47. What is the Venus de Milo? 

48. The right stick to use on an approach (ask 
the ladies). 

49. This has a lot of crust 

50. What Samson lost with a haircut. 

52. This always comes before the tenth of the 
month. 

54. The sun never shines where this is. 

56. An article 

57. This is very swift 

59. A well-red man from Mexico. 

61. A new one January Ist (abbr.). 

62. An insertion. 

63. A dumb one. 

65. The cat's whiskers. 

67. You can't do this with your eyes shut. 

69. The kind of end a business man prefers. 

70. Very tall and wears a white cap. 
A The sweetie—what you call her and what 
she is 

74. This can be given and kept at the same time 
handle with care—breakable 

76. Collegiate club (abbr 

77. Social Register full of them 

79. The way to get to Washington 

80. These have to be hit over the head to get 
anywhere. 

82. The rent 

83. A golf instructor 

85. Famous Lady Yegg Society (init.). 

86. Anyone who disagrees with you. 

87. This is always a hit 





Judge pays $25 for each puzzle printed. 


Vertical 


1. You should watch this in Chicago 
These are often lit at stag parties 
An open way (abbr 
This used to be raised in this country by 
the Indians. 
5. Often asked for people’s thoughts—and 
rarely ever worth the price 
6. Either’s near relation 
Always found at the finish 
A well grounded part of your family tree 
9. The deer child. 
10. A semi-pellucid mineral 
12. Green the year around. 
14. Regular order. 
15. Rockefeller’s pile. 
17. What gentlemen eat with 
19. What true sheiks worship 
20. To satisfy. 
22. Up a stump. 
28. A great artery. 
25. Spanish iron-men 
27. A guy from the sticks. 
29. A joint always being exposed 
$2. This works best when well oiled. 
$4. Pertaining to the art of writing. 
36. The blot on the escutcheon. 
, - This is impenetrable—like a Congressman’s 
read. 
39. There’s nothing in anything in this condi- 
tion 
40. How the badly dressed man will look. 
42. A vase. 
44. Judge, Junior's, Gordon Water. 
46. By the way of — 
50. This should be well dressed at dinner. 
51. Don’t let this sting you. 
52. Nitrate of Potassium. 
53. Always a hot time here. 
54. How you feel after Christmas 
55. To throw out by volcanic action. 
58. The call of the chicken. 
60. This always takes the jack. 
62. This is senseless 
64. The worm that gets caught. 
66. Where Horace Greeley said to go. 
68. A sheik’s Good Book. 
69. Breezes from Washington. 
71. The fair young maid 
73. What wandering minds do 
75. What sensational newspapers deal in. 
76. A famous jail deliverer. 
78. One of the Smith Bros. (abbr.). 
81. This is always behind. 
83. It takes two to make this. (abbr.). 
84. Half of Y. M.C. A. 
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Winner of Draw Your Own Conclusions Contest No. 69 
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True Love 


‘Darling,’ he said, “I 
must tell you, and you must 
believe, that I have never 
loved anyone but you, that 
you are the only woman in 
the world for me, and that 
you are the first girl I have 
ever kissed. You believe 
me, don’t you darling?” 
and he gazed into her lumi- 
nous brown eyes for his an- 
swer. He grasped her 
hands in his. “You must 
believe me!” he cried. 

She hesitated, and then, 
nestling her head on his 
shoulder, whispered, “Yes, 
I believe every word you 
say. I love you as I have 
never loved before. I have 
never cared for a man until 
now; you are the strongest, 
the bravest, the best, the 
most perfect man in the 
world. You believe me, 
too, don’t you, sweetheart?” 

And why shouldn’t they 
have believed each other, 
for she was Eve and he 
was Adam. 

—London Opinion 


Beyond Recall 

Mary Ann—P lease, 
ma’am, the oil stove has 
gone out, 

Mistress—Well, light it 
again. 

“Sure and I can’t, ma’am. 
It’s gone out through the 
roof.” St. John Globe 

san 

“I think you might give 
me credit for giving you 
such a nice engagement 
ring.” 

“TI suppose the jeweler 
did; isn’t that enough?” 

— Aussie 
Sts 

A man called on the 
mayor of a small town. 

“You may not know my 
name,” he said, “but twen- 
ty years ago, when I was a 
poor boy in this town, you 
gave me a five-pound note, 
and said: ‘Go ahead, boy, 
and when you've made 
good return to your home. 
I can wait for the five- 
pound note.” Well—” 

“Yes?” said the mayor, 
with interest. 

“Well, here Iam. I sup- 
pose you don’t happen to 
have another fiver on you” 

—Tit-Bits 
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Name 


For Yourself 





Date 


Herewith is $1.00 (check, 
cash, stamps, money- 
order) or 10 weeks of 


Herewith is $2.00 (check, 
cash, money-order) for 
21 weeks of JUDGE. 


Herewith find $5.00 
(check, cash, money-or- 
der) for one years sub- 
scription to JUDGE. 


GE 


627 West 43d Street, New York, N. Y. 

















“‘And Love compares with a Bobtailed Flush, 


And the Draw is Marriage, we'll say: 
For whether you help your hand or not, 


You’ve still got to ante away.’’ 


SATIRE & SONG 


From 


By 


MAURICE SWITZER 


The 


author is the vice- 


president of one of the 
country’s largest tire com- 
panies, and a man who in a 
kindly yet satiric vein has 
expressed his conception of 
life in sparkling, sponta- 
neous, jubilant song. 


Even though you do not ordinarily 
read verse, this volume will appeal to 
your sense of rhythm. 
printed in a limited edition, we still 
have a few copies, illustrated in color 


and attractively bound in an Art 


Binding, 


size 6144 x 8 inches, 
which we will be glad to send post- 


paid upon receipt of 


One Dollar 


Brunswick Subscription Co. 


627 West 43d Street, New York 


Privately 
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A Movie Champion 


Editor JupacE: 

Dear Sir: In your issue of November 
27, Mr. Smith O'Brien writes very 
strongly against the movies. He men- 
tions in particular that the movies are 
exceedingly hard on the eyes. I wear 
glasses and also I go to the movies nearly 
every night of the week, and I'm darn 
sure that the movies never hurt my eyes 
in any way whatsoever, and I think that 
Mr. Smith O'Brien is just full of a lot of 
hot air and this is an excuse to let off a 
little steam. If Mr. Smith O’Brien would 
consult a good optometrist or oculist he 
would be told that if the movies had any 
effect on the eyes, it would be helping the 
eyes and not hurting them. Or, if Mr. 
Smith O’Brien would visit the big eye 
clinic in New York City, he would find 
lots of people going through exercises of 
moving their eyes in various ways. 
When the eyes are kept on the move it 
exercises the muscles of the eyes and the 
muscles in turn help to give one much 
better vision. The movies “flicker” 
quite a bit, but not as much as they used 
to a few years ago. This “flickering” 
causes one to move one’s eyes while 
watching a movie, and though they may 
not realize it at the time, they are exer- 
cising the muscles of their eyes. 

Mr. Smith O’Brien also states that he 
stopped going to the movies ten years 
ago because the movies had a peculiar 
appeal to the illiterate, the moron, and 
the defective. Maybe they did over ten 
years ago, but if he would go to the 
movies to-day and take a good look 
around I think that he would find things 
a bit different to what he imagines. Peo- 
ple go to the movies, not because they 
are illiterate, morons, or defective, but 
because they want entertainment and 
also, even though they don’t realize it 
at the time, there is a certain amount of 
education to be obtained at the movies, 
if you've got brains enough to find it, and 
apparently Mr. Smith O’Brien hasn't 
got brains enough for that. 

I am not connected in any way with the 
movies or optometrists, but I am just 
standing up for the movies as I do not 
like to read or hear things about them 
that are not true. 

Yours for JupGe and the movies. 
Cleveland, O. Denis J. Marted 
November 30, 1926. 


Rush the Growler! 


Dear Str: Your editorials are just 
right. I see you have quite a few knockers, 
but every knock is a boost. Christ 
turned water into wine. Wonder what 
these same guys that give you hades 
would do to Him the present day. 
Well, here is for 

Good beer and “make it snappy,” 

For rum there was in our father’s day 

And rum in the age gone by. 

And rum there will be in the age to come 

Even if the world goes dry. 

Zanesville, O. Otto P. Schumacher 
November 27, 1926. 





Page Mr. Clayton 


Editor of Juvar, 

Dear Str: The writer is not in the 
habit of sending rabid letters to the press, 
but he cannot refrain from giving Mr. 
B. T. Clayton, whose letter appears in 
your November 13 issue, a round of 
applause. 

While the writer disagrees thoroughly 
with Mr. Clayton's sentiments in general 
he cannot refrain from admiring his 
sportsmanship in at least admitting that 
the other fellow has some right to a point 
of view other than his own. It seems to 
the writer that we have too few people 
who are willing to consider anyone else's 
opinion as being of any value. 

While the writer agrees thoroughly 
with most of the sentiments expressed in 
Jupce’s editorials, he hopes that he still 
retains enough intelligence to at least 


SSF 


admit that there are two sides to every 
argument, and he cannot understand why 
so many people can write you such 
utterly bigoted letters. 

The trouble with this nation is that 
we are too selfish, not only of our point 
of view but of our personal belongings, 
and our right of way. It is a strange 
thing that in England, for example, you 
never hear any outcry against reckless 
drivers, traffic regulations are practically 
unknown, and as for Prohibition the writer 
feels that it will be after his time on this 
sphere when such a law is imposed on the 
British people. 

He should like to take off his hat to 
W. M. H. in his editorials, and further- 
more he should like to add a word of 
praise for Judge, Jr., although his page 
is apt to be cluttered too much with 
recipes for new drinks. 

In order to protect himself it seems 
necessary for the writer to state en- 
phatically that he is not an Englishman, 
a Methodist minister or a member of the 
Methodist Church, nor a member of any 
organization on that side of the question 
or on the other. He attempts to be 
nothing more or less than a free-thinking 
citizen of this country, and the only regret 
that he wishes to express is’ that there 
are too few B. T. Claytons. 

Yours very truly, 
Boston, Mass. R. E. G. 
November 13, 1926, 





Doorkeeper—Sorry, sir, one ticket won’t admit two of you. 
Reveler—But hang it, I’m the only one who’s coming to the dance. 
I'm dressed up as a Siamese twin, and my friend’s merely part of the 


costume, 


Humorist 





as 























Have You One of the 


ucky One Dollar 
DP 


have one of the lucky ones. Have you one that 

has a likeness of the first President of the United 
States? Does the name “Washington” on it contain 
ten letters? WHas it a green back? 


| gees your one dollar bills and see if you 


If you can answer Yes to these questions, you have 
one of the lucky dollar bills. 


We won't ask you where or how you got the dollar, 
nor shall we publish your photograph. 


Just fill in the coupon below and send it in with 
your lucky one dollar bill and you will receive ten 
weeks of JUDGE— The World's Wittiest Weekly.” 


JUDGE, ae inte etek da ee aweaes 
627 West 43d Street, New York. 


Here's my lucky buck. Slip me JUDGE for ten weeks. 


a red aie ene a ae aa Ce ee 
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Toasting brings out the 


hidden flavor of the 
worlds finest Turkish 
and domestic tobaccos 


LUCKY STRIKE 


“IT’S TOASTED” 
That's Why Luckies Taste So Good 























